Two sons by this Odenathus had she,

The which she bred in virtue and learning;

But now again unto our tale turn we.

I say, so worshipful a young being,

Wise, and right generous in everything,

Careful in war and courteous as well,

And hardy in the field, and full daring,

Was not in all the world where men do dwell.

Her rich array may not be rightly told,
Either of vessels or of fine clothing;
She was clad all in jewels and in gold;
And she did never cease, despite hunting,
To gain of divers tongues a full knowing,
Whenever she had time; she did intend
To learn from books, which were to her liking,
How she in virtue might her whole life spend.

And briefly of this story now to treat,

So doughty was her husband, as was she,

That they two conquered many kingdoms great

Throughout the East, with many a fair city

That did pertain unto the majesty

Of Rome; and with strong hands they held them fast;

Nor might a foe escape by trying to flee

The while Odenathus' good days did last.

Her battles all (as whoso wills may read)
Against Sapor the king and others too,
And all her story as it fell, indeed,
-Why she was victor and had right thereto,
And, after, all her misfortune and woe,
How they besieged her and at last did take,
Let him unto my master Petrarch go,
Who wrote the whole of this, I undertake.

Now when Odenathus was dead, then she
The kingdom held within her own strong hand;
Against her foes she fought so bitterly
There was no king or prince in all that land